AT         THE         MENIN          GATE

were empty. They had the Menin Gate to themselves
except for a Belgian errand boy, about the same age
as John, who lolled with his back against his bicycle
in the main archway. He, too, seemed to be waiting
for something.

Eight o'clock chimed from a neighbouring church.
Five minutes later John Ware, senior, again looked at
his watch.

" Late," he muttered.

Then four elderly, rather shabbily dressed men in
overcoats drifted into view from the Ypres side of
the Gate. Young John took them for belated work-
men on their way home. Two wore bowler hats, the
others caps.

Much to John's surprise this shuffling group halted
opposite where he and his father stood just within
the arch, sheltered from the rain. They formed into
a straggly line, their faces turned towards the direction
of the Menin Road, and produced from beneath their
overcoats four gleaming bugles. They solemnly re-
moved their hats, put the bugles to their lips and,
rather quaveringly, blew the " Last Post,"

Young John glanced up at his father to see what he
thought about this queer business. But John Ware,
senior, appeared hardly conscious of his son's presence.
He stood stiff at attention, gazing through the arch-
way with a far-away look into the night shades
gathering over what to him would always be the
Ypres Salient. His eyes seemed to be watering.
Young John noticed this, too, but charitably attributed
it to Qie keen wind.

When the last plaintive strains had died away, the
four men shook the spittle from the mouthpieces of
the bugles, replaced them under their overcoats, and
stole off as unostentatiously as they had arrived. The
Belgian errand boy mounted his cycle and disappeared.
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